"They're here/5 Henry answered briefly. "Heard 5em
takin5 out when I put out the dawgs."

"Git the jug, then/5 his father ordered. Henry rose

' and departed agains and presently feet clumped heavily

on the porch and Bayard turned in his chair and stared

bleakly at the door.  It opened  and Rafe  and Lee

entered.

"Well, well," Rafe said, and his Ieaxi9 dark face
lighted a little, "Got here at last, did you?" He shook
Bayard's hand, and Lee followed him. Lee9s face? like
all of them, was a dark5 saturnine mask. He was not so
stocky as Rafe5 and least talkative of them all. His
eyes were black and restless; behind them lurked some-
thing: wild and sad He shook Bayard^s hand without a
word.

But Bayard was watching Rafe* There was nothing
in Rafe^s face; no coldness^ no questioning. Was it
possible that he could have been to town, yet not heard?
Or had Bayard himself dreamed it? But he remembered
that unmistakable feel of his grandfather when he had
touched him; remembered how he had slumped sud-
denly as though the very fiber of him, knit so erect and
firm for so long by pride and the perverse necessity of
his family doom* had given way all at once, letting Ms
skeleton rest at last. Mr. MacCallum spoke*

"Did you git to the express office?"

"We never got to town/9  Rafe answered.  "Axle
tree broke just this side of Vernon. Had to uncouple
the wagon and drive to Vernon and get it patched up. "
Too late to go in, then* We got our supplies there and
come on home."

"Well, hit don9t matter. You'll be goin9 in next week,
for Christmas," the old man said. Bayard drew a long
breath and lit a cigarette, and on a draft of vivid dark-
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